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"Which bottles did she use?"
Pooralli pointed to a jar and a bottle standing
on the table. Granet took out the stoppers, smelt
the contents and held the bottles up to the light.
Then he turned to Jane with a smile of encourage-
ment.
"You have nothing whatever to fear/* he assured
her. "I had no idea that your aunt's studies had pro-
gressed to this extent, though/'
"Oliver isn't poisoned, then?" she demanded ea-
gerly.
"Not he. The stuff that looks like water is distilled
phrosin, a very valuable herbal drug used in heaps of
patent medicines. The sticky liquid is also a mixture
of herbs. I am sure there is autopin in it, which isn't
grown in England and is very difficult to grow any-
where. But it's entirely wholesome, made from the
bark of a shrub which grows in Cochin China and
seldom lives more than three years."
Jane drew a long sigh of relief.
"This room has been a terror to me," she confided.
"Do you know what I was afraid of?"
etl don't know, but I can guess/'
"Well, I was afraid that Aunt Harriet was supply-
ing some of these people in the bungalows not with
ordinary herbal medicines but with synthetic drugs
and taking some of them herself."
"Nothing of the sort," he declared confidently. "I
don't believe there is a thing in any of these bottles
that isn't thoroughly harmless. In fact, the two dis-
tillations which she apparently used in prescribing
for this young man were far too valuable to be